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remark, but gave an absorbed attention to a creamy sweet
that Miss Chambers had left untouched.

" Dizzy is a gourmet/' said Mr. Newstead, " and I hope
the young of to-day realise that that is not. the same thing
as a gourmand. But perhaps I am mistaken, and you will
join me in a glass of port ? Or a cigar ? "

Theo said he was not interested in either; and Mr.
Newstead ventured that possibly the junior common-room
at Selwyn was not the best breeding-ground of palates.
Perhaps~not even of prelates, he added, snatching greedily
at his suddenly-seen small joke.

He sniffed his wine with gusto, crackled his cigar at an
appreciative ear, and lolled in his chair as he exhaled the
first incense. Sir Brian, who had chosen both the port and
the cigars, had not made a mistake. " Well, young Chrystal/'
Newstead condescended at last, " what do you want to make
of your life ? Has youth any ambition nowadays ? "

" I have always thought/' said Theo carefully, " that I
would like to be a Boswell, but so far I have been unfortunate.
Johnson was slovenly, rude and a bore, but these defects
were counterbalanced by qualities. His cat Hodge would
bear me out, I think."

Adela and Lottie Chambers had not sat long in the
drawing-room. They had passed through the french window
and Theo now saw them walking upon the lawn. He
deferentially placed the decanter a little nearer to Mr.
Newstead's elbow, and then, without a further word, joined
the ladies.

Bats were threading an erratic pattern upon the saffron
sky, and the tremolo of a small owl sounded from a cedar.
The old fool, sitting there swilling and /filling the room with fug.
Theo was .boiling with young indignation, but this was no
moment for speech. This was a moment to thank God for,
and to store in the imagination against the dark days, ahead
in Levenshulme, Neither Adela nor Lottie wanted to talk,
either. The three of them silently paced now to the west,
where every leaf and twig was a silhouette against the
luminous pulsing of the midsummer night, now to the east
where the cedar was gathering its cloak about it and slipping
within the embrace of the dark. The lawn had been mown
that afternoon, and the wounds of millions of beheaded
grass-blades sent up a smell of sacrifice.

They came at last, as by common consent, to a pause,